CHAPTER:  22

The   Heart   of  a  Stone  Image

**As a loyal Hindu wife, I do not wish to complain of my
husband. But I yearn to see him turn from his materialis-
tic views. He delights in ridiculing the pictures of saints
in my meditation room. Dear brother, I have deep faith
that you can help him. Will you?1' <
My eldest sister Roma gazed beseechingly at me. I
was paying a short visit at her Calcutta home on Girish
Vidyaratna Lane. Her plea touched me, for she had
exercised a profound spiritual influence over my early life,
and had lovingly tried to fill the void left in the family
<ande by Mother's death.
"Beloved sister, of course I will do anything I can."
I smiled,, eager to lift the gloom plainly visible on her
face, in contrast to her usual calm and cheerful expression.
Roma and I sat a while in silent prayer for guidance.
A year earlier, my sister had asked me to initiate her in
Kriy& Yoga, in which she was making notable progress.
An inspiration seized me. "Tomorrow," I said, "I am
going to the temple of Kali in Dakshineswar. Please come
with me, and persuade your husband to accompany us.
I feel that in the vibrations of that holy place, Divine
Mother wiD touch his heart. But don't disclose our
object in wanting him to go."
Sister agreed hopefully. Very early the next morning
I was pleased to find that Roma and her husband were
in readiness for the trip, -As our hackney carriage rattled
along Upper Circular Road toward Dakshineswar, my
brother-in-law, Satish Chandra Bose, amused himself
by deriding the worth of gurus, I noticed that Roma was
quietly weeping,
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